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fact that she has a house next door full of bedrooms, with Young
Tewsy as door-opener, doesn't prevent her from entertaining all
the world in her own house. It certainly . . ."
She was interrupted by Sam, who came hurriedly across the
dark cobblestones from the Ford to the taxi, anxious to make
a start. "I've got the woman into your car, Mrs. Spear," he said.
"She's in great pain and I doubt if she ought to go."
No sooner, however, had he opened the taxi door than Mad
Bet came scrambling out of it.
"Where be the other gentleman?" she cried wildly, seizing
Sam by the arm. "Where be me sly heart, me high heart, me
pretty laddie, me pecking sparrow, me proper dilly-darling?
Where be the other gentleman? Thee knows who I do mean, Mr.
Sam? The one who did dancy and prancy wi' Bessie when moon
were full? The one who wanted to hurt poor Bessie under thik
Tree of Life, on Wirral Hill?"
"You mean Mr. John Crow, Bet?" replied Sam with the grave,
punctilious consideration of the faithful naturalist, whose speci-
mens must be treated with respect under all conditions. "Well,
jump in here, with me and Mrs. Zoyland and perhaps we'll find
Mr. Crow at Mrs. Legge's party."
The two conveyances at last were really in motion; Persephone
Spear driving Crummie and Mrs. Petherton in her Ford while
Solly Lew took Sam and Nell, along with Mad Bet, in his taxi.
In many quarters of Glastonbury, as six o'clock of this holiday
Monday drew near, there were searchings of heart as to who
should go, and who should not go, to this famous party in Para-
dise. It was indeed the fantastic opinion of Mr. Evans that there
was a non-moral tradition about this part of Somerset that went
back to very old days. He declared that this Easter Monday party
was the last surviving relic of some ancient Druidic custom of
Religious Prostitution; that there was even something of the kind
in the Arthurian days; that the Grail itself was always guarded
by virgins who were no virgins; and that Arthur's sister, the
famous Morgan Le Fay, was not much better in her time than
old Mrs. Legge today.
Mother Legge never invited anyone. Her personal relatives in
the town, of whom there were many and who were mostly poorei